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late ftood out againft your brother, and hce hathtane 
you newly into his grace, where it is impoflibleyou 
fhould take root,but by the faire weather that you make 
your felfe,it is needful that you frame the feafon for your 
owneharueft. 

John. 1 had rather be a canker in a hedge, then a rofe 
in his gracc,and it better fits my bloud to be difdain'd of 
all,then to faftiion a carriage to rob loue from any :in this 
(though I cannot be faid to be a flattering honcft man ) 
Tt muft not be denied but I am a plaine dealing villained 
am trufted with a muflell , and enfranchifde with a clog, 
therefore I haue decreed, not to fing in my cage : if I had 
my mouth,I would bite : if I had my liberty,I would do 
my liking : in the meane time, let me be that I am , and 
fecke not to alter me. 

Con. Can you make no vfc of your difcontent ? 

John. I will make all vfe of it,for I vfc it onely. 
Who comes here ? what newc$ Borachio} 

Enter 'Borachio. 

Bor. I came yonder from a great fuppcr, the Prince 
your brother is royally entertained byZf^r^andl can 
giueyou intelligence ©fan intended marriage. 

John. Will it ferucforany Modell to bmld mifchicfe 
on ? What is hee for a foole that betrothes himfclfeto 
vnquietneffc ? 

Bor. Mary it is your brothers right hand 

John. Who,themoftexquifite Clandio} 

'Bor, Eucnhe. 

John. A proper fquier, and who,and whr 9 which way 
lookes he ? 

Bor. Mary on Hero, the daughter and Heire of Lev- 
nato. 

John* A very forward March-chicke, how came you 
to this i 

Bor. Being cntertain'd for a perfumer,as I was frnoa- 
king a mufty roome , comes me the Prince and Claudto f 
hand in hand in fad conference : I whipt behind the Ar- 
ras,and there beard it agreed vpcn,that thePrince fhould 
wooe Hero for himfclfc , and hauing obtained her, giuc 
her to Count Claud**, 

John. ComCjComSjlet vs thither, this may proue food 
to my difpleafurc, that young ftart-vp hath all the gloric 
of my oucrchrow : if I cancrolTehimaay way, Ibleflc 
my fctte cuery way, you arc both furc, and will aflift 
mce? 

Conr. To the death my Lord. 

John. Let vs to rhc great fupper, their cheerc is the 
greater that I am fubdued,would the Cooke were of my 
minde:fliall we goe proue whats to be done ? 

Bor. Wec'll wait vpon your Lordfhip. 

ExOHnt. 


aJUmSecundus. 


Enter Leonato , bis brother, hie wife, Hero hi* daughter, And 
Beatrice hk neece % And a ^in/man. 

Leonato. Was not Count John here at fuppcr ? 
Brother. I faw him not. 

Beatrice. How tartly that Gentleman lookes, Ineucr 
can fee him,but I am heart-burnM an howre after. 
Hero. He is of a very melancholy difpofition. 


aSM^ucb adoeabout ^(othing. 


*Bc*trict. Hee were an excellent man thatweTc^ 
iuft in the mid-way between* bim and Benedicte the 
is too like an image and laies nothing, and the olhcr T* 
like my Ladies cldcft fonnc, cucrmorc tailing. 00 

Leon. Thcnhalfefignior 'Benedicks tongue in Cou 
Johns mouth, and halfe Count Johns melancholy in ^ 
niox'Benedickshcz. ' ^ 

Beat. With a good leggcand a good foot vnckle an d 
money enough in his purfe, fuch a man would winncV 
woman in the world, if he could get her good will, ' 

Leon. By my troth Ncccc, thou wilt ncuer get thec 
husband/if thou be fo {hrcwd of thy tongue. 
Brother. Infaith fhce's too curft. 
Beat. Too curft is more then curft,I fhall Icffen God 
fending that way: for it is faid , God fend* a curft Co * 
fhort hornes,but to a Cow too curft he fends none. 

Leon. So, by being too curft, God will fend you Qo 
homes. 

Beat. Iuft, if he fend me no husband, for the which 
blclTingJamathimvponmyknees euery morning and 
cuening : Lord, I could not endure a husband with a 
beard on his facej[ had rather lie in the woollen. 

Leonato. You may light vpon a husband that bath no 
beard. 

Batrice. What fliould I doc with him ? dreffe him 
my apparell,and make him my waiting gentlcwoman?he 
that hath a beard,is more then a youth : and he that hath 
no beard, is lefle then a man : and hce that is more thena 
youth, is not for mec:and he that is le£Te then a man,I am 
not ferhim: therefore I will euen take fixepence in ear- 
ned of the Bcrrord,and leadc his Apes into hell. 

Leon. Well thcn,goe you into hell. 

Seat. No, but to the gate, and there will the Dcuill 
meete mce like an old Cuckold with homes on his head 
and fay,gct you to heaucn Beatrice , get you to heauen, 
hecrc's no place for you maids, fodeliucrl vpmyApes, 
and away toS. Peter : for the heauens, hcefhewcsmcc 
where the Batchcllcrs fit , and there liuc wee as merry as 
the day is long. 

Brother. Well neecc, I truftyou will be rul'd byyout 
father. 

Beatrice. Yes faith, it is my cofens dutic to make curt- 
fic,and fay, as it plcafe you : but yet for all that cofin, let 
him be a handfome fellow, or clfe make an other curlie, 
and fay, father,as it pleafc me. 

Leonato. Well neccej hope to fee you one day fitted 
with a husband. 

'Beatrice. Not till God make men of fome other met- 
tall then earth, would it not grieuca woman te bcoucr. 
mattrcd with a pcece of valiantduft? to make account of 
her life to a clod of wai ward marie ? no vnckle, ilenone; 
Adams fonnes are my brcthrcu,and truly I hold it a finnc 
to match in my kinrcd. 

Leon. Daughter, remember what I told you, if the 
Prince doe folicit you in that kindc, you know your an* 
fwere. 

Beatrice. The fault will be in the muficke cofin,ifyou 
be not woed in good time : if the Prince bee too impor- 
tant, tell him there is meafure in cuery thing, 8c fo dance 
out the anfwcre,for heare mc /y*r*,wooing,wedding, * 
repenting, is as a Scotch i jggc 5 a meafure, and a cinquc- 
pace : the firft fuitc is hot and hafty like a Scotch ijgg« 
(andfullasfantafticall) the wedding roanerlymodcft, 
fas a meafure) full of ftate & aunchentry, and then comes 
repentance, and with his bad legs falls into the cinque- 
pace fafter and fafter, till he finkes into his graue. 

Leonato 


m 
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<S\/[ucbadoe about {hQrtbing. 


— -— rT^fiiTvouT^ehend paffing (hrcwdly. 
S^fice. lhaueagood eye vnckle,I canfccaChurch 

by Sl g ThcrCuclIets are entring brother , make good 

Prince, Tedro,C /audio, and Benedict >and Balthafar, 
tHH lfombeiob*,M*sksrsmtkadrHm. 

"77 Lady will you waike about with your friend? 

a o So you walke toftly.and looke fwcetly 3 and lay 
ootWng,!^ i yours fox the walke, and cfpecialiy when 1 

**pZ With me in your company. 

Hero. Imayfayfowhcnlpleafe. 

?^.Andwhenpleafeyoutoiayfo? 

ffero. When I like your fauour, for God defend the 
r fliould be like the cafe. 

Pedro. My vi ^ or is Pbilemons roofe , within the houfe 

iS ^tfeYo\ Why c ^ cn yo^t vifor (hould be thatcht. 

Pedro Speake low if you fpeake Loue. 
Well, I would you did like me. . 

tfflar. So would not I for your ownc lake,tor I haue 
manieill qualities. 

Bene. Which is one? 

May. I lay my prayers alowd. 

Ben. I loue you the betteiyhe hearers may cry Amen. 

War. God match mc with a good dauncer. 

Bait. Amen. ^ r x . , 

Afar. And God keepe him out of my fight when the 
daunceis done : anfwer Clarke. 

Tali. No more words the Clarke isanfwered. 

Vr[nU. 1 know you well enough,you arc Signiury/»- 
thonio. 

Anth. At a word, I am not. 

Vrfitla. I know you by the wagling of your heari'. 

Anth. To tell you rrue,I counterfet him. 

Vrfu. You could ncuer doc him fo ill well , vnlefic 
you were the very man : here's his dry hand vp 6: down, 
you arc he, you are he. 

Anth. At a word I am not. 

VrftiUt. Come, comc,doe you thinkel doe not know 
you by your excellent wit ? can vertue bide it feifc i goe 
to, tflumme, you are he, graces Will appeare , and there's 
an end. 

Beat. Will you not tell me who told you fo? 
Bene. No, you fhall pardon me. 
Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are i 
Bened. Not new. 

Beat. That I was difdainfull.and that I had my good 
wit out of the hundred merry tales : well,this was Signi- 
or Benedick* that faid fo. 

Bene. What's he ? 

Beat . I am furc you know him wcii enough. 
Bene. Not I, belecue mc. 
Beat. Did he ncuer makeyou laugh? 
Bene. I pray you what is he? 

Beat . Why he is the Princes ieafter>a very dull foole, 
onely Jus gift is, in deusfingimpofs ible {landers , none 
but Libertines delight in him, and the commendation is 
not in his witte, but in his villanic, for hee both plcafcth 
rtien and angers them , and then they laugh at him , and 
beat him : I am fure he is in the Fleet , I 'would he had 
boorded me. 

Bene. When I know the Gendeman,Ilc tell him what 
youfay. n . .. 


Beat. Do,do,hcelbutbrcakc acomparifonor two 
on rne, which peraduenture (not markt, or not laugh'd 
at) ftrikes him into melancbolly, and then there's a Par- 
tridge wing faued, for the foole will cate no fuppcr that 
night. We muft follow the Leaders. 
Ben; In cuery good thing. 

Bea. Nay, if they leade to any ill, I will leaue them 
at the next turning. £xeunt. 
Mti/ickefor the dance. 

John. Sure my brother is amorous on Hero, and hath 
withdrawnc her father to breakc with him about it; the 
Ladies follow her,and but one vifor remaines. 

Boracbio.Kad that is £laudio t l know him by his bea- 
ring. 

J oh Are not you fignior 2frW/'f£<?? 

CUh. You know mc well, I am hee. 

John. Signior,you arc vcrie neere my Brother in his 
loufc, he is enamor'd on Hero, I pray »you dilfwade him 
from her, {he is no equall for his birth : you may do the 
part of an honcft man in it. 

Claudio. How know you he loues her? 

John. I heard him fw care his affection, 

Bor. So did I to3,and he fworehe would marrieher 
tonight. 

Jo':n. Come, let vs to the banquet. Sx.manet plan. 

Clan. Thus anfwerc I in name of Bencdickc, 
Bu t heare thefe ill newes with the eares of Claudio-. 
'Tis certaine fo, the Prince woes for himfclfc : 
Friendship i* conAanc in all other things, 
Sauc in the Office and affaires of loue: 
Therefore all hearts in loue vfe their owne tongues. 
Let eucrieeye negotiate for it fclfe, 
And truft no Agent : for bcautic is a witch, 
Againft whofc charmes, faith rneltcch i.*ito blood : 
This is an accident of hourdy proofe, 
Which I miftrufted not. Farewell therefore Hero. 
Enter Benedecke. 

Ben. Count Claudia. 

CiaH. Yea,the fame. 

"Ben. Come, will you go With me? 

Clau. Whither? 

'Ben. Euen to the next Willow, about your own bu* 
fineffe, Count. Whacfafbion will you wcarc the Gar* 
land off? About your necke, like an Vfurers chainc ? Or 
vnder your arme, like a Lieutenants fcaife ? You muft 
wcarc it one way, for the Prince hath goe your Hero. 

Clau: I wifhhimioyof her. 

Ben. Why » hat's fpoken like an honcft Drouicr, fo 
they lei Bullockes : but did you thinke the Prince wold 
haue ferued you thus ? 

CUu\ 1 pray you Icauemc. 

Ben. Ho no w you ftrike like the blindman/twas the 
boy that ftole your meate, and you'l beat the poft. 

Clau. If it will not be, lie leaue you. Ixit. 

Ben. Alas poore hurt fowle, now will he crcepe into 
fedges : Bue that my Ladie Beatrice fhould know me, & 
not know me : the Princes foole! Hah? It may be I goe 
vnder that title, becaufc I am rnerrie : yea but fo 1 am 
apt to do my felfe wrong : I am not fo reputed, it is the 
bafe (though bitter) difpofition of Beatrice, that putt*s 
the world into her pcrfon, and fo giues me out: wcll,Ile 
bcrcuengedas I may. 

Enter the Prince: 
Pedro. NowSignior, where's the Count, did you 
fee him/ 

'Ben 



